126                     Rural Life
leth not in temples made with hands; and where there is no mosque, the Moslem can worship to the same efiect by bending only towards the evening sky.
It is evident, then, that the sufferings of the people are neither caused by idleness, nor bad husbandry, nor by an excess of devotion to superstition and its ministers. One thing, however, there is, in this connection, which would run away with their hoards if they had any, and that is the amount of money that they lavish on weddings. But the state of their finances is normally bad ; and one solitary extravagance can make but little -difference to people so hopelessly involved as they are.
Other dissipations are beyond their reach and practically unknown, unless an occasional holiday, soberly and rationally observed, merits the name.
The visit of a band of tumblers, half gypsies, half religious mendicants, the Holi of the Hindus, the Moharam of the Moha-madans, such are the poor pastimes of this race of hardly treated men. The following lines are a literal version of a song sung before H. R. H. the Prince of Wales in 1876, at a village between Agra and Fatihpur-SikrL And the song is preserved here as a genuine specimen of the amusements of the villagers. It must be understood to be the representation of a young peasant-girl's feelings, who is to have a rich partner in the cotillon of the Holit the great spring-festival, and who wishes to bespeak her partner's indulgence for a mean and undecorated appearance :
Soug of the poor holiday-maker (expressive of the bashful feelings of a poor girl asked to dance with a rich one as a partner).
No fine scarlet scarf have I,
Nor kirtle of Arabian dye,
If such you ask, I cannot hope
In the games with you to cope ; Maiden fair !
My shame is yours to share.
II.
Silver collars 01 forget, And the ropes of amulet; If such you ask, I cannot play With you, this spring holiday ;
Maiden fair ! My shame is yours to share.
III.
I have no bracelet strung with charms^ Nor silver bangles for my arms;